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the wounded lion's bedside, ai^d hear his reproaches. She
had to cheat her heart, and the weak thing consented to it,
loathing her for the imposture. Seeing Marko too, assured
of it by his broken look, the terrible mournf ulness less than
the horrible irony of the truth gnawed within her. It
spoke to her in metal, not in flesh. It haunted her feelings
and her faint imaginations alienly. It discoloured, it
scorned the earth, and earth's teachings, and the under-
standing of life. Eational clearness at all avenues was
blurred by it. The thought that Alvan lay wounded and
in danger, was one thought: that Marko had stretched
him there, was quite another, and was a livid eclipsing
thought through which her grief had to work its way to
get to heat and a state of burning. She knew not in truth
what to feel: the craven's dilemma when yet feeling much.
Anger at Providence rose uppermost. She had so shifted
and wound about, and so pulled her heart to pieces, that
she could no longer sanely and with wholeness encounter
a shock: she had no sensation firm enough to be stamped
by a signet.
Even on the fatal third day, when Marko, white as his
shrouded antagonist, led her to the garden of the house,
and there said the word of death, an execrating amazement,
framing the thought " Why is it not Alvan who speaks ? "
rose beside her gaping conception of her loss. She framed
it as an earnest interrogation for the half minute before
misery had possession of her, coming down like a cloud.
Providence then was too shadowy a thing to upbraid. She
could not blame herself, for the intensity of her suffering
testified to the bitter realness of her love of the dead man.
Her craven's instinct to make a sacrifice of others flew with
claws of hatred at her parents. These she offered up, and
the spirit presiding in her appears to have accepted them
as proper substitutes for her conscience.